THE EVENING STAR, SATURDAY, JANUARY 10, 1903,

-~

//’

\

The eclvil service commission receives a
number of curlous answers to the ques-
tions put to applicants for positions in the
government egervice, but it is believed that
the answer recently made by an applicant
for a position as a draftsman in the engi-
neer service Is way beyond anything that
wias ever heard before by any of the ex-
aminers. This appiicant sald:

“From November, 1896, to May 30, 1900,
I toured the United States on a tour of
soclologie and economic observation, work-
ed In nearly all the states and principal
cities. Started out without any money,
commanded salarles at following profes-
sions, trades and kinds of common labor:

“Surveyor, draftsman (topographileal,
architectural and engineering), writer for
newspapers and magazines, bridge carpen-
ter, house corpenter, boat bullder. black-
smith s helper, boiler maker's helper, farm
hand, cook, hunted geese and ducks for
market, photographer, lumberman, lecturer,
shoveler on railroad grades, dishwasher,
shingler, teamster, cow boy and cattle ehip-
per, solleltor, cleaned old bricks, railroad
steel, gang work, wood chopper, worked In
saw mills and factories, rafted logs, wrote
advertising, ete., ete. Can command salary
at more different kinds® of labor than any

living man. Immune from malaria fever,
mountain fever, lazy fever or any cther
disease. Expert on matters relating to phy-
sical or mental development. At present

writing a series of articles for a New York

magazine, Not afrald of heat or cold from
exposure. Not afrald of wild animals,
microbes, men, politieal parties or work.

Can swim ansy river in the United Statee.
Expert with shot gun, can also shoot rifle.
Can endure fatigue and exposure. Can
handle gangs of men.

“Realizing the fact that examining boards
are apt to doubt some of the above as-
sertions, 1 have on deposit in a savings
bank of New York the sum of $50 which
I will forfeit to them if I can not substan-
tiade every assertion made when put toea
practical test.””
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“An automatie coin-in-the-slot’ restaurant
13 how in operation In the metropolis,” re-
mdrked a Washington man who has just
returned from a visit to New York eclty.
“It is an ornate, novel and inviting Yood
amgd drink dispensary located at a conven-
iemt point on Broadway. The restaurant is
abbut 104 feet long and 25 feet wide,

%Slot machines give out food in response
to the coins that are fed them, with a
precision,and dispateh impossible to human

walters. Sandwishes on round plates, in a
r'J'I:I‘qu tahle come from some mysterious
région below. You place a coln in the slot,

pull a handle, out comes the sandwich you
want. Others are there in full view, but
¥ou cannot get at them until you feed a
nickel in the slot for each sandwich. If you
want a lobster *a la Newburgh,' or a chick-
en soup you feed the right machine with a
caln of more importanece than a nickel. Ice
cream soda, fce cream or all kinds of drinks,
from beer to high balls, may be had by the
same unique method.

“Of course, as there are no walters, the
glving of tips is an unknown quantity at
this restaurant, which is the embodiment of
cléanliness™
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Excuses and explanations made In the
courts in support of motions to delay pro-
ceddings cover a multitude of subjects. At
times some of them appear absurd to the
inexperfenced, but persons who are familiar
with court practices are never surprized.

“While attending court In Virginia a few
days ago,” a Star reporter was told,” *I
heard a plea for a postponement based on
the statement that one of the two attorneys
In the case was suffering from an attack
of pink eye.”

The commonwealth’s attorney objected to
a continuance of the case for any such
reason when there were two lawyers in
court for the defendant.

“Your honor,” said the slck man after his
colieague had argued the motlon, “1 will be

i Ny

e

eoxQ |

frank enough to state that iff the court
overrules the motion I will_; and
assist my client as well as I can under the
cirdumstances. e e s
“I'm afraid you wil have to remain In
court then,”” was the court's- &
I am anxious that the ease should be
disposed of today,”” explained counsel.
“While it is true that I feel ‘indisposed, I
really made the motion out of consideration
for the court and jury. My aliment is con-
tagious and it might be that somebody in
court will take the disease should I have to
engage in a lengthy argument, facing the
court and jury."”
“The court Is not afrald,” the judge in-
formed counsel, “and I presyme the jurors
are not.” b.o®
The jurers nodded - thelr approval,
the case was tried. .

] ¥ % ¥ % *
The d}'oppina' of a lipe from a manu-
script often creates muech confusion, an
example of which* was shown <during the
past week, when President Roosevelt's first
statement in relation to the closing of the
post office at Indlanola, Miss.,, was given
ont. In-that statement he quoted a tele-
gram -he had received from citizens of
Indiancla. In the transmission of this
statement to newspapers of the south and
west a line was dropped from the copy
which caused the President to.say what
some citizens of Indianela had said. It
made a good many -men open their eyes
very wide to see the President’s sentiments
as identical with those of some of the peo-
ple in Indianola. Inquiry developed the
fact that there had been a mistake in the
transmissionof the message, and explana-
tions have followed.

£ % % k %

“The latest use to which clectricity
being put in this city 18 to light: up ob-
structions in the streets,” remarked a citl-
zen who possesses a Sherlock Holmes pro-
clivity for taking note of small things in
detail. "I was passing by a blg down-
town hotel a few evenings ago when my
attention was attracted to an Incandescent
electric lamp attached to a stick which was
imbedded in a huge heap of ashes in the
roadway near the sgldewalk. Power for
the lamp was supplled by an Insulated wire
which ran from the lamp through the grat-
ing of an opening in the sidewalk, and
thence to the power plant below. It was
the first time 1 had ever seen anything but
the old reliable oil lantern used for lighting
up cbstructions in the streets of this city.”
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According to United States Consul Pear-
son, at Genoa, the Simplon tunnel, when
completed, will be the largest In the world,
to wit, fourteen miles long, or twles the
length of the Mont €enis and five miles
longer than the St. Gotthard. The cast of
the tunnel alone will be $13,010,(%), an aver-
agre of nearly $1,000,000 per mile,

“The work,” says the consul, ‘‘is pro-
gressing rapidly in the tunnel on both sides
of the Alps; about 4,000 workmen ar: om-
ployed in the tunnel, and not less than 6,000
on the Ttalian section of the road b:lweefl
Isella, at the mouth of the tunne!, and
Arona, the present terminus of the railway
running north from Milan, 1t is now prac-
tically certasn that the road will be ¢om-
pleted within the estimated time—that is to
say, by July 1, 1%05—as nearly two-thirds
of the tunnel was finished July 1, 1%)2, and
the worst obstacles hawve already been met
anid mastered. The greatest of the impedi-
ments was the ever-inereasing heat in the
tunnel, caused by the growing volum~» of
water, which, although'it starts at the sum-
mit of the mountaln, 6,000F feet abive the
lin® of railwag, after percelating through
beds of limestone, becomes almost boiling
hot and flows into the tunmel at a t*mpera-
ture of from 112 degrees to 140 degrees F.,
rencwering nel only werk But life impossible
without refori to artififisl“means of re-
frigerationt «The eng neer by turning cold
alr on hot alr and cold water on hot water
ha: reduced the temperature in the tunnel
from 140 degrees to 70 degrees F.

“The volume of water flowing out of the
south-end of the tunnel is over 15,000 gal-
lons per minute, - and furnpishes motive
power sufficient not only to work the re-
frigerating apparatus, but to-eompress the
air by which the drills are operated.”
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Mr. Carnegie’s Strenuous: Life.

President Roosevelt's quotation the other
day at the dedication of the public library,
that Mr. (farmegle’s gift was-equally far
from two. prime vices of the American
people, “hardness of heart and softness of
head,” was a most pleasing remark to Mr.
Carnegie, who sat at the President's right
hand. When the genial little Scotchman
arose to respond, he facetiously remarked
on his “new business’ of giving libraries.
“We have given over seven hundred with-
in the last two years,”” he remarked, “and
when we arrived in New York the other
day there were over four hundred appiica-
tions for others awaiting.”” Then, with o
pause and a pretended pose of weariness,
vet with a twinkle in his eye, he remark-
ed, “I tell you, this library business of

mine is getting me into rather a strenuous
life.”" i

Hairdresser—"“"Halr begins to get very thin, sir.”
Customer—"'Yes." :
I_:ialrdmmr—“liave you tried our tonic lotion™"
Customer—'Yea That didn's do it though.~Runch.

L

HE TALKED TO0 MUCH

“*The next time I get to feeling right gay
and conversational, I'm going to stake my-
self to a ‘nickel ear ridle, go "way out into
the country semewhere, walk from the car
about 300 yards into the woods, and say It
all to myself,” remarked a P street house-
holder, mournfully. “I never eafe S0 near
feellng like that parrot that confessed that
he talked too blamed much as I did the

other evening.

“And here's why: 8

“Last summer, when the time came
around for me to dig up another $2 for &
dog tag Tor my fox terrler, 1 sort o" side-
stepped on the proposition. I happened just
to need the $2 for something else at the

time, and, as I had been buying $2 worth
of dog license for that mutt from the Dis-
trict government for about eight years, I
corciuded that I had about done my share,
considering how many dogs there are run-
ning about Washington that never saw the
color of a tag. Moreover, somebody had
stolen the old tag from my dog's collar
only a few days before. -

“So 1 decided to become a little crafty
and dodge the $2 dog-tax for thg present
year.

* ‘These dog-catchers,’ said I to myseif,
‘never take a peek at the tags attached to
the dogs’ collars. If they see any old kind
of a tag jingling from a dog's collar, they
pass on, taking It for -granted that that
dog’s tax Is all paid and settled for. Con-
sequently, what's the use of paying $2 for
a little piece of brass that's never looked
at, when brass ig 8¢ cheap?

“I've got a little tinkering work room up
at my house, and so one Sunday I made &
dog tag. I didn't have any model, the old
tag, as I say, having been swiped from
the dog’s coliar by some predatory youngs-
ter, probably, but, after fooling around for
awhile, I framed up a piece of brass and
stamped it so that it looked a-plenty like
an honest-and-truly dog collar.

“*‘Now, son,” I remarked to the mutt
when I fastened the cutely-stamped plece
of brass to his collar, ‘all you've got to do
is to sit or stand around icoking Innocent
or chesty, as you pleaze, when you see the
dog catcher, coming your way, and you
won't be bdthered. The piece of brass'ill
bluff him out all right. Don't sneak away
or try to crawl under a porch or anything
like. that just because you yourself know
that you've got a phony or bogus dog tag
on, and the aog swiper'll never know the
difference.’

“The dog wagged his tail as much as to
say, ‘I'm next, all right,” and the next
afternoon when I was coming home from
the office I saw him sitting placidly on the
pavement curb watching a dog-catcher with
a net just as if his dog tag was as good as
any ever issuad by the District government,
The spectacle tickled me almost foolish, I
was so delighted with my own ingenuity.
After that the dog-catcher’s wagon came
by the house time and again while my fox
terrier was foollng around in front, but
nons of the canine kidnapers made any
move toward grabbing the dog—the coun-
terfeit tag had 'em fooled proper.

“Well, one evening last week on my way
home from the office in the open ear—I was
sitting in the last seat—I got to telling a
friend who sat alongside me about the
great dog-tax-dodging game of mine.

“‘It's the simplest thing in life,’ I told
him, ‘and a man that's got the gumptfon to
edge up a little piece of brass has got no
more right to pay a §2 dog tax than he has
to pay a campalgn assessment when he can
dodge it,’ and then I went ahead and ex-
plained the thing to him at great length,
chuckling gleefully the while and poking

him in the ribs at intervals the better to
force him to see how cute and cunnin’ 1
had been. I noticed that a roughly dressed

black man standing right behind us on the
rear platform of the open car seemed to
extract a heap of amusement from my re-
cital. He just doubled himself up laughing
over it, and he got off the car at P street
where 1 debarked. He was still laughing
wholesomely to himself as he walked down
P street behind me, and I was glad that
my little story of the way I had chiselled
the dog department of the District govern-
ment out of 32 for dog tax tickled him so
hugely.

“EBut 1 wasn't so glad when, on the fol-
lowing evening, a few moments after 1 nad
got _home from the office that same black
man—and he was still chuckling, too. con-
found him!—alighted suddenly from the
rear step of the dog-tatcher's wagon, thraw
his net skillfully over my fox terrier, with
thhe phony tag, and gathered him in, And
I wasn't tickled a little bit, either. when
I bad to sail over to the pound and dig up
a §5 note, $3 ror charges and $2 for tag, to
get that dog of mine turned loose.

“I'm going to address all of myv crafty
conversation to myself in the future. it's
cheaper."

CALLED UP MR. C. LYON.

Only Made More Trouble for the Man
at the Zoo.

“Call C. Lyon, Malne 817-M." This was
the memorandum that a clerk in one of the
departments found on his desk the other
afternoon. The note appeared innacent
enougzh and there was nothing about it to
indirate that it was any different from
other telephone memoranda; but you can't
always judge a thing by its looks.

The clerk had been absent from his desk
for several minutes looking up a reference
in another room, and when he returned the
note had been mysteriously placed on his
table. The mystery about it was that after
the atmosphere had cltared no one knew
how the note came there. The clerk im-
mediately reached for the telephone and
told central to give him Main B17-M. The
obliging miss responded promptly and a
conversation something like the following
then ensued:

“Is this Main 817-M7?"

‘““Yes, this is the Zoo.”

“This is Mr. B—; 1 want to speak with
Mr. C. Lyon."”

“‘SBea lion!” 'The clerk almost dropped the
receiver, for the two words sounded like a
room full. *8ay, what's the matter with
you? I'd just like to express my opinion
of the bunch of smart alecks around this
town at close range. You think you're
mighty smart, don't you?"

‘“Wha—What's that? You must be on the
wrong wire. This is Mr. B—, and I want
to speak with Mr. C. Lyon. There was a
note left on my desk—"

"0, you're easy, you are. Another one of
those innocent ninnies. A note left on your
desk asking you to call up the sea lion, eh?
Well, we're not furnishing a telephone for
the sea llons at this season of the year.
1I'm getting tired of this jolly business. Cut
it out. Every five minutes for the las:
three hours this ‘phone has been ringing
for the gratification of a bunch of smart
boys who want to talk with the sea Jlion.
It's a mighty poor joke, and I'd like to tell

g::e _fellows what I think of you to your

“I didn't mean to jolly you.
was a note—b-r-r-r-r-r—*

And the connection was cut.

The expression on the face of the clerk
during the conversation was made up of
lightning changes. It was learned that the
‘phone at the Zoo had been kept busy dur-
Ing nearly the whole afternoon by calls
from various parts of town, all of the par-
ties asking to speak to “Mr. C. Lyon.” The
feelings of the man at the animal head-
quarters can be appreciated,

But there

Gen. Corbin’s Dog.

Secretary Root has walved the strict rule
against the admission of dogs in the War
Departmept bullding in favor of Gen. Cor-
bin's beautiful collle Clem. The dog has
8 noted pedigree. He is from the kennels
of Mr. Pierpont Morgan, and was presented
to Gen. Corbin by Mr. Clement A. Griscom,
the steamship magnate, after whom he is
named. He is very much attached to the
adjutant general and is miserable when out
of his company. He got in the habit of ac-
companying him to the office every day,
and for a long time was successful in pass-

ing the watchmen at the doors ;
partment. Finally Captain Bdﬂi..‘m
tendent of the bullding, saw the dog In

A WASHINGTON DUEL

There was $ M teristically meodern
American due]"f‘ on the Washington
monument grounds on Tuesday last. It
‘was an affair of fiste.’

Now, In th,ue*rg when the cable col-
umns of the newspapers are enlivened with
®o many accounts of farcical French rapier
duels, and when fhe hopelessly highfalutin’
historical novels’ of the hour furnish their
interminable _of narratives of swash-
bucklers’ “affairg:of honor,” with the con-
ceited shoulder-shruggings, the grimaces,
the grandiloquent phrases, the sweeping
mock courtesies,”and so om, of principals
and seconds, it may prove of interest to
know just hewr this characteristically mod-
ern Americén duel on the Washington
monument grounds- came about and how it
was fought. 3

On Tuesday evening, about 8 o'clock, a
tall young W, onian, twenty-five
zuau old ﬂ;,}hmm““’ 'etl:tk:lﬁwn m:lntg
own, was playi i e fards
a friend In anrggenu?::ma:d parior. His
name Isn't Jack, go that Jack will do for the
purpose of this narrative.

Up' to Jack came another tall young
Washingtonian of about the same age,
equally well known, accompanied by a
friend. As this tall one’s name is not Joe,
Joe it will be here.

Joe walked up to within two feet of Jack,
who stood with his billiard cue in his hand,
watching the lay of the table.

“You're a knocker,” sald Joe to Jack In
a matter-of-fact tone. . “You have been
knocking me."

“Yes,” sald Jack to Joe, “I have been
knocking you. What are you going to do
about it?"

“l am going to try to knock your block
off,”" replied Joe in ‘the same even tone.

‘““Here?” said Jack, biting the end off a
cigar.

“No, I don't want to stand for a pinch,
and I don't suppose you do, either,” replied
Joe. “But I want it to happen tonight.”

““Well, I feel like handing you a few, too.
sald Jack, In a perfectly off-hand manner.
“Monument grounds suit you?"

“First rate,” said Joe. :

“All right,” sald Jack, putting up his cue,
“we’ll go over there.”

A number of mutual friends of the two
tall young men heard the talk between
them, but they paid attention to their cigars
and said nothing—it is not the American
way to “butt in" in such circumstances.

“Say, there, you Bill and Jim and Ed,
come on along with me to the Monument
lot,” said Jack to three men known to him
sitting or standing about the billiard room.
J.;.i:um'.. they all said, gathering around

ack.

“Traipse over to the Monument grounds
with me, will you fellows?—you, George
and Sam and Fred,” sald Joe, addreseing
three others of the men grouped around
the room.

“Sure thing,” they replled together, and
took their places mt the side of the man
who had picked them out to see that he
sotd;tha.tﬂg\ma coming to him in the im-
pending .

Without any more conversation the eight
men boarded an open 11th street car bound
south, and they all got off when they
reached the Monument grounds and walked
quietly to a spot where they figured there
would be no Interruption by government
watchmen. There they halted, and Jack
and Joe removed their overcoats and under
coats. ‘There was just about enough light
from the distapt arc lights for the two
men to make each other out with fair dis-
tinetness.

“Does Jl‘tp,', sulf" you for referee?’ sald
Jack to Joe!, 7

“Yes,” replled Joe, “Jim and I have al-
ways been frlends,”

Jim, the man ‘chosen for referee, then
took quiet command.

‘“Two minute rounds®for you fellows,”
he said, “‘and =l the time you want be-
tween rounﬂq-—_th,st’.s fair epough for both.
No gouging’' or ‘éfbow work, understand,
and no hittiyg ig'the breakaway. The man
that hits low' the belt loses out. You
fellows don’t wagt to kill each other, either
—I don’t stand fof that. When I call the
fight off, ybu've got to quit, understand?
Sam,” add¥es one of ‘the outsiders,
“you get ypur watch out and keep tlme.
Ready? Time!"” '

There ‘w‘:g_dnﬂ__ ‘bowing or smirking, no

hands pla on | ms, no flubdub of

any sort whatever. The two men didn't

even ghake hands, as is the rather imbe-

cile practicé ot the prize ring. They didn't

5}331 tll]m k,!ynt‘_hamh. and so they
nl . »3 2 -

It ‘was“a virtudlly'’'even and a perfectly
square fight, "and it lasted elght roundas.
Both men are athletes and good boxers,
and they fought to: hurt each other, and
did hurt each other.” But there were no
foul blows, no efforts on either side to take
undue advartage. The friemds of the two
combatants watched the battle with keen
interest, but' without comment. All of
them would hZve had something to say,
however, had ther= been any underhband
work on either side.

The two men were pretty badly messed
up at the wind-up of the eighth round.

“That’ll do,” sald the referes, a small
man, bringing his hand down decisively.
“Enough’s enough. You fellows have got
jobs to hang on to, and there's no need of
your mauling each other up any more. It's
a stand-off. 1f Jack's been knocking Joe,
as he admits, then it's up to him now to
declare-all knocking off.”

“That's all right,” said Jack, through a
badly cut pair of lips. *“If he's satisfled, I
am. I've knocked him, yes, but it's all off
now, so far as J.am concerned.

‘““Well, that suits me,"” sald Joe.
wanted was t{o stop the knocking.”

“Well, get your coats on and we'll get
away from here,” sald the referee.

The two principals didn't, at the termli-
nation of the fist duel, fall on each other's
necks and weep, calling each other broth-
ers. They didn't clasp hands and swear
eternal fealty and affection toward each
other. American men are not publicly
emotional, and they never *“slop over”
when perfectly sober, as these two were.
They simply walked over to the car track,
and, with their friends, took different cars,
S0 as not to attract attention with their
bruised * countenances. They stopped at
drug stores to obtain lotions and liniments
and ointfents for their hurts, and then
they went home about their business.

Very different all this from one of thaose
spot-light, chilly dawn affairs with a pair
of fancy-shirt-frilled young Frenchmen
bowing and scraping to each other in dane-
ing-master fashion before scratching each
other with blunted rapier points—but there
was certainly a lot more of sense about It.

>

“All I

Recognized a Genius,

Mr. Andrew Carnegie takes some pride In
relating a story, which shows that he was
the original dlscoverer of the wealth-ac-
quiring proclivities of Charles M. Schwab.
The incident happened some years ago.
Mr. Carnegie wanted to cross a mountain
in Pennsylvania, and a youngster of rather
hardy appearance offered to take him over
for fifty cents. This Mr. Carnegie thought
too much, and p!!md ‘half the amount. An
argument followed, and Mr. Carnegle be-
came interested to see just how long the
Young man would_!th‘.k to his price. He
was finally cpmg;ihd to pay the Afty cents,
not because the Tide was worth It, he re-

marked, bu} begause he could not get the
reduction ’had been insisting upon. "1

make & fortums.,” declared Mr.
“and he hds. “His names was Charles M.

Schwad.” 5 49 -
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Florida’s Big Trees.

It is diffieuit-evsn {0 guess at the age of
the ancientdiveloaks, but soms of them
must numb_é%h , and the oldest and
greatest of’theni all is a monarch of the

branches sweeping

| forest, with, ils outer
‘the gronn;qlfn a tlﬁ‘oh 120 feet across, with

limbs as great as-ordinary trunks of trees, |
and bearing,8 en of aerlal ferns and
air plants upon thelr bark. This vener-
able tree h'ﬁf‘ ed to be the largest live
oak in ‘Florida. = Enormous grape vine
trunks rise sinBpusly from the ground and
lose themselves amld the quarter acre of
foliage that crowns this fres. The saplings
that once gave. them nmt:;_t have disap-
m long years ago, t only record
stem ttéh ::&m& ﬂnlrdﬂtﬂ:d
hlli'ulllm 2 d. G wnny c
Awaiting ‘His Opportunity.

From Pus.’ a1

Mrs. Newlyriche—"John, we wHust really
make some move.to get into high socitey!

-

BAD HIS OWN WAY

“When an ‘American gets real earnest
over a proposition he generally comes pretty
near carrying it through, no matter what
part of the world he may be In,” said a
Californian who was in business In various
parts of Mexico for many years. “I've just
finished reading of the case of a young
New York clubman who died in the prov-
ince of Chihuahua recently while on a
Pleasure trip through old Mexico. His 'New
York relatives, not being familiar with
Mexican law, wired to the authorities of
the town in which the young man died to
embalm the body and ship it to New York.
Then they found out about the Mexican
law which requires that the bodies of all
foreigners who die in Mexico shall lie in-
terred in Mexican soll for two vears before
being removed to resting places in their
own lands. The dead man's relatives pro-
tested hard against this, but their -
tions were of no avall. There wWas no way
of getting over the law. A few Yyears ago
Frank Ives, the famous billiardist, died in
Mexico, whither he had gone In the hope
of curing his lung trouble. His widow and
relatives made a strenuous fight against
the Mexican authorities’ determination to
hold the dead billiardist's body in Mexican
ground for the prescribed length of time,
even invoking, with powerful influence be-
hind them, the aid of our State Depart-
ment. But they lost out, and Ives' body
remained buried in Mexican ground for
the two years, when it was brought to this
country.

“All the same, I once saw that Mexican
law beat, and beat good. It was fifteen
years ago, in Mazatlan, on the west coast
of Mexico, where 1 was in the shipping
business at the time.

“An American schooner that was return-
ing to San Francisco from a three years
trading cruise In the Bouth seas dropped
into the harbor of Masatlan. The first
mate, an adventurous chap named Jack
Cooper, who had been sailing out of San
Francisco since his boyhood, and was half
owner of the schooner and partner in the
trading enterprise, was da ugly sick
with the coast fever, and skipper, his
partner, brought him into Mazatlan for
medical attention. The skipper was George
Brophy, a huge Californian, who was as
much at home on the back of a broncho as
on the guarterdeck of a ship, and a square
and lovable man all through—I had known
him well in S8an Franclsco.

““The medical officer of Mazatlan port
took a look at the first mate and told the
skipper that Cooper was in a bad way, and
that he should be taken to the Mazatlan
hospital. So to the Mazatlan hospital, a
‘dobe affair with very primitive accommo-
datfons for patients used to civilized medi-
cal attention and nursing, Jack Coopér was
taken from the schooner on the evening
of the vessel’s arrival in the port. His
partner, Bkipper George Brophy, stayed
ashore with him to nurse the mate in the
hospital. But it was no use. The mate
weas too far gone and had been too long
without medical treatment. He died on
kis second day In the hospital. A little
while before he died he said to Brophy, in
a lucld Interval that presaged his early
O George, 'm all in, and it's me to pipe
out right yere in this greaser bunk d'rectly.
But_I don’t want to be put away down
yere. 1 never had mo kind o' use f'r
greasers, and I wouldn’t feel shipshape or
prop’ly battened down layin’ in Mexican
ground. Now, they aln’'t no way f'r you to
git my carcas up home f'r burial lese'n the
next up steamer from Panama'll take the
box that I"m In up to old San Fran., which
it probably won’t. So I want you to bury
me at sea, George. Just you take me out
on the schooner on your. way up home, and
git old Jim the sailmaker to sew me up in
one o' his handy hammocks and toss me
over the side with a forty-pounder tled to
me. I'll thank you t’ do this, George, and
i']l be & heap better than layin’ aroun’
yere In a burial plot filled up with halil!-
breed dead ones—th' sea's good enough f'r
me. That'll be about all—s’long, matey,’
and then Jack turned over and passed out.

“Cooper had forgotten about that two-
year clause In the Mexican law, but
Brophy hadn’t, although he didn't say any-
thing about it, not feellng llke distressing
his partner in his final moments. Brophy
wrapped his mate’s body up In & winding
sheet and then he went to see the alcalde
of the town. He explained to the alcalde
that he desired to convey ‘his dead part-
ner's body to the schooner, in order to give
it a seaman's burial. The fussy alcalde
replied that such a thing would be out of
the question. The skipper expostulated
calmly but ineffectually with the alcalde.
The latter said positively that the ‘body of
the mate would have to be Interred In the
strangers’ burying ground—the equivalent
down there of our potter's field—until the
two yvears prescribed by the law had
elapsed.

“Captain Brophy went to see the Ameri-
can consul. The consul could, of course,
do nothing, and told Brophy so.

“ *They're very finical and touchy about
their laws down here,” he said to the skip-
per. ‘You'd better let the body stay down
here for the two years.’

“+And side-step complyin’ with the dyin’
wish of my pal? Not any,’ replied Brophy,
and then he came to see me. I wanted to

it. I was in business In Mazatlan, and I'd
have been chased into the sea by a mob
had 1 interfered. The Panama steamer
Colima, bound up for San Francisco, en-
tered the por¥ whille we were talking, and
Brophy boarded her and asked the captain
if he would carry the dead mate's body up
to San Francisco if he (Brophy) succeeded
in getting the body on board the Colima.
The Colima's captain, fearing trouble with
the Mexican authorities, said no, and was
upheld by the Mazatlan agemt of the
steamship line. .

“ 0, K.—then it's plumb up to me, sure
enough,’ remarked Skipper Brophy, bring-
ing his feet together with a click.

““At 6 o'clock that evening Bkipper George
Brophy dismounted from a big mule in
front of the 'dobe hobpital, hitched the mule
to a tree, and went into the ward where the
body of his friend lay., He carefully se-
cured the body in the winding sheet. When
he threw the body over his left shoulder
the Mexican doctor and two nurses sot up
a howl. Brophy pulled a gun with his
right hand and backed toward the door.

“‘Don’'t you hop toads come a-nigh me,’
quietly said Brophy as he bdcked out.
‘This yere's my friend that I'm a-carryin’,
an’ he's jes’ as much my friend dead as
he was alive.

“The gun awed the hospital doctor and
the nurses, but they raced around to in-
form the alcalde, whose office was only half
a square away. The alcalde and half a
dozen of those bare-footed greaser police-
men rushed over and surrounded Brophy
just as the latter, after placing the mate’'s
body 1in front of the saddle, climbed on
board the mule.

“ ‘Arrest him! shouted the alcalde, jump-
ing around, and the half-breed cops pulled
their dinky little swords and made as if to
tackle Brophy. This time Brophy flashed
two guns, and when he started to wave
them the cops stepped back with a whole
lot of suddenness.

“ ‘I ain’t a-huntin’ f'r no mussiness’, an-
rounced the skinmer in low, clear tones,
‘but I ain’t a-goin’ t' stand f'r no kKind of
interference whatever, nohow, w'le I'm

yere dead boy, what would do the same f'r
.me in elreu gim'lar. T'm a law-
abidin’ and -fearin’ man wherever I be,
deep water or dry land, but this yere's a
onusual case, and the first ombrey what
tries t' hobble me i» sure a-goin’ t' be het

jup a ﬁll lot. G'lang! and he dug his

of him on
mule. The schooner's cutter, every
member of the crew armed, awaited Brophy
when he reached the little landing. He

mounted, took the body on his shoulder,

help him, but there was no way I could do |.

performin’ @ Christlan jooty by a pal, this |
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First Offenders Are Given
Another Chance.

NEW YORK CUSTOM

LODKED AFTER BY A SPECIAL
- OFFICER.

This Official. is a Man of Influence
Among the Class He Has
Charge Of.

Special Correspondence of The Evening Star.
NEW YORK, January 8, 1903. |

The probation officer is the newest func- §
tionary of the New York police—and he is a
power.

Each police magistrate has a probation
officer. The probation officers are picked ]
policemen—cops of diplomacy, fineness, per-
suasiveness and the sinew to back their
arguments when the occasion arises. Their
influence for good is enormous. One firet-
rate probation officer can be of more help-
fulness to the magisterial district under his
jurisdiction than fifty glowering, club-
swinging policemen. The probation officer
scheme has only been in operation for a
few months, but it has already approved
and justified Itself away beyond all ex-
pectations.

“Probation officer’” doesn't mean that the
officer himself is on probation—far from
that, for the men selected for these assign-

ments are fellows with unimpeachable
records and of sterling ability as policemen.
The probation officer looks after the peo-
ple, most of them first offenders, who, in-
stead of being punished by the police mag-
istrate before whom they appear, are
turned loose on probation. Over hers It 18
deemed a wise and humane thing to give
persons hauled up for misdemeanors an-
other chance when they find themselves In
a police court for the first time. A work-
ingman who has gone on a spree on a Bat-
urday night, spent his wages and then gone
home and smashed the furMiture, is ar-
rested, and the next day he finds himself
in front of a police magistrate.

How the Plan Works.

“What kind of a man is this, officer?’ the
magistrate Inquires of the cop who has ar-
rested the workingman.

“He's all right, your honor,” replies the
cop, ‘“‘and works‘ hard. But he's been get-
ting soused up on Saturday nights lately,
and last night he went home and chased
hs wife and kids into the street.”

“You're on probation for six months,
Mike,” says the magistrate to the prisoner.
‘“You'll be under the constant observation
of & probation officer during that time, and
you want to walk a chalk line, Mike, or to
the island you'll go, sure. You've got to
stop drinking altogether and behave. If
you're brought here again for abusing or
threatening your wife and children it'll go
hard with you. Officer,”
probation officer attached to his court, “‘put
this man's name on your list and keep an
eye on him."” :

‘Whereupon Mike, the hard-working man,
who, nevertheless, has permitted himself
to fall Into the habit of going upon sprees,
Is turned loose; to be kept under the ab-
servation of the probation officer. Under
the system that prevaile@ before the in-
auguration of - the probation system he
would have been sent to the island for a
month or so, his family would have lost
his support altogether and he would have
come away from the island a shamed and
disgraced man, a mark for the jeers of un-
feellng neighbors and an easier prey to
dri than he had ever been before.

1t has already been shown that four-fifths
of the offenders who'are put under the es-
plenége-of the probation officers -actually
turn about from their vicious or reckless
ways and make strong efforts to be de-
cent. They are not harrled or bulldozed
into this by the probation officers—these
guardians of the people on probation are
not tyrannical, but good-naturedly firm.
Being of the plain people themselves, they
know how to handle plain people. When it
is considered that a gnagisterial district of
New York embraces an area as large as a
good-sized city, and, In several instances,
comprises a populatlon of several hundreds
of thousands of persons, it will be under-
stood that in order to do his work well a
court probation officer has got to move
around at a pretty lively gait.

An Afternoon With a Probationer.

The probation officer spends his mornings
in the court to which he is attached, await-
ing new cases that may be turned over to
his care by the magistrate. His afternoons
and evenings are put in In looking after
the probationers within his jurisdiction. No

better way of presenting a line on the
labors of the probation officer can be fur-
nished than an account of an afternoon
which your correspondent spent with one
of them recently. This probation officer is
attached to one of the central magisterial
districts, and his territory comprises large
tenement sections as well as a considerable
slice of the gaudy Tenderloin. He is a
shrewd-eyved Irish-American of thirty-five or
so, brawny, wholesome-looking and -well
groomed. He was himself born in the
tough Cherry Hill district of New York,
but six years' service in the United States
cavalry on the frontier *“polished him off
all right,” as he expressed it. He was in
citizen's dress, the probation officers only
wearing their police uniforms when they
are In attendance at their courts.

The probation officer met members of his
“class’’'—he has an average number of 300
probationers on his book all the time—at
almost every half block of this afternoon’s
tour, in additiorr to the numbers of proba-
tioners’ homes he visited. He had not got
a square away from the court bullding be-
fore he came upon a husky-looking young
chap who had apparently been making some
efforts to modify his obvious shabbiness
by polishing his shoes, brushing his clothes
and somewhat battered hat, and so on.

“Hello, Tim,”” said the probatlon officer,
swinging up behind the young fellow.
“Nailled a job yet?"

“Nothin’ doin’ ** peplied the young fellow,
in rather & disheartened way. “I can’t seem
to land.”

“Well, I know where there's a job,” said
the probation officer. ‘‘Pat McGovern's
doin’ the truckin’ for that street dig-up
down Greenwich way. and he wants white
men, not Ginneys. I was talkin’ to Pat
about you last night. Run down there and
he'll put you on.” -

“S8ure thing—much obliged.”” replied the
gprobationer, “Say,
you're all
there,” and he took up a business-llke jog.

‘“'Member, now, Tim—none o' the old
stuff when vou get your dough Saturday,”
the probation officer called after him.

“Not in a hundred years—I've had mine,"”
the young fellow sung back, and away he
went after the job that the probation officer
had directed him to. . - A

History of Young Tim.

“Tim'll do all right from now on,” com-
mented the probation officer. *“He was
goin' along snug enough and handin’ his
mother the bulk of his wages till a few
months ago, when he got mixed up with a
bunch o' these pool-playin’ rummerinos,
and they got him a-goin'. Lost his time-
keeper's job with a street contractor a
month or so ago, and a couple o' weeks ago,
when he was bunned up, he pinched a bot-
tle o’ booze from A rum joint and made a
run. First time he'd been nabbed, and so
they turned him over to me. He's had
enough now and'll be all right.” ;

The next member of his *‘class™ met-up
with by the probation officer was a neat-
looking, plain woman,” verging on thirty.
Her clothing was quite respectable, and un-
der her arm she carried a little bundle. She
looked what

addressing the |

mmsul to snag out a charwoman's
job for her town. Bhe hasn't gone
aguinst a drop of the stuff since, the kids
are

all dressed ugoa.nd goln’ to school,
with two o' the boys sellin’ and
bringin' In what they make. She's goin'

to be one o' the stayers, sure.”

Just then a department store delivery au-
tomobile pulled up in.front of a flat bufld-
ing. and a lad of eighteen or twenty hopped
from the rear of # with an armful of
bundles.

Tough Case Reformed.

“Hello, there, Butch,” sald the proba-
tion officer to the young man. “Horribie
thing to have to work, ain't It—Is it gettin’
much on your nerves?"

-IA'. m y'r m '.UU
good-naturedly. i

“Got a raise yet, Butch?"’ asked the pro-
bation officer. -

“Bure thing—yankin' down eight a week
now,"” was the ] ! i

“Commencin’ to dude up a whole lot
hey?" sald the officer, looking
over the young fellow's neat delivery uni-
form.

“Aw, g'wan,” sald the youth, and went
into the flat bullding.

“That kid,” said the probation officer,
‘‘was pretty near the toughest ever till
'bout six montha ago. I've got to scratch
him off my book, by the way, for he's made
good and done his probation. He belonged
to the 11th avenue gang, and his graft
was swipin’ lead and brass pipe out o' new
and vacant houses. Say, I'd like to have
a dollar for every tom 0 lead pipe and
brass fittin’s that that kid has pinched.
He never did a lick o' work, but blew in
what he got on his swipin's to blow the
gang off to mixed ale and play seven-up on
the vaeant lots up his way. He was cor-
ralled stealin’ pipe half a year ago, and
then he was turned over to me. I thrun a
scare into him, and you can see how he's
makin’ out. If he'd been sent to the island,
he'd have come out and begun dip work or
started in as a porch climber or somethin’
like that.” ;

Next the probation officer went up to the
third flcor of one of the new model flats a
few squares south of Washipgton Square.
A pretty little woman, two neat-looking
children and their old grandmother were In
the comfortable and scrupulously clean
third-floor flat. They all looked delighted
when the probation officer appeared. He
chucked the young ones_ under the chin,
had a qulp with the beaming old grand-
mother and then addressed the pretty little
mother of the children.

“*“Well, and how's Dinny making out?' he
Inquired of her.

“Well, if he was any better I couldn’t
stand it,” she replied. humorously. *“I'm
afrald the poor man s not long for this
world, he's so good.”

There was a little more talk and then the
probation officer came away.

The Case of “Dinny.”

““Another all-right case,”” he explained
when he reached the street. *“I'm Kind o
stuck on meself for gettin' them two peo-
ple, Dinny and his wife, together, let alone
rigegin' out a home for the kids end the
old lady. Dinny, who was drivin’ a dray
then, got to hittin® up the booze good aad
plenty a few months ago, and never got
home with more than $2 of his wages. Oan»
night he went home with an edge on, and
that pretty little woman, his wife, that you
seen, let him have it good and hard. She
was sore over the way he had been aclin’,
as she had a right to be, with the Kkiis
almost starvin’', and she ups and chucks
evervthing she could lay her hands on at
Dinny. He was sure a sight when she got
through with himn. Then, on top o' that, <he
has Dinny pin¢hed for failin' to provide ler
her and the young ’‘uns., The magistrate
advised Dinny to go home and be good anl
turned him ever to me. Dinny told the
judge flatly that he’d rather do a lifer In
Sing Sing or go to the c¢halir, even, than to
go back to his wife—ugly, you see, becauge
she chucked the dishware at him, as she
had a right to do, Well, when Dinny makes
that crack to the magistrate about refusin’
to go home and take care of his wife and
kids, the -judge gets swelled and mad him-
self and he gives Dinny six months on the
island. When Dinny was led back:1
chased down and spun him a line o' talk—I
went to the same parochial school with aim
when we were tads. Told him that oe-
havin’ was a heap better than a $six months’
trick over the river, and that the little wo-
man was willin' to begin #11 over again if
he was—and, 4s a matter of fact, 1 was
talkin' through me hat, for I didn't know
whether she'd ever look at him agalin after
the way he'd acted. Dinny sees it right,
and then I go up to the judge and passes it
along to him that Dinny's next to himseit
and is goin’ to be good. The magistrate
glves Dinny & year's probation with m>,
and now he's got a job as motorman on the
Broadway line, and you see how easy the
game's goin’ with his outfit.”

A few squares away, after stopping to
have a word or so with a number of his
“clase’’ members that he met on his route,
the probation efficer dropped into the base-
ment of a clean-looking pegro lenement.
The master of the basement flat, a burly,
grinning negro, was just washing up after
his day's labor as driver of a coal cart.
Something of a savory smell was frying
in the pan fer his supper, and his wife, her
black face beaming, presided over the
stove.

“Well, how're they comin’, Jack?" sald
the probation officer to the negro, who was
grinning all over his face.

“*Ah, don’t want "em tuh come no live-
linh,"”” was the black man’'s reply.

“Shootin' much craps nowadays, Jack?’
inguired the probation officer.

“Shootin’ nothin'—Ah'm shootin’ intuh
bed evuhy night w'en Ah gits through wif
mah wuk.” replied the black man, chuck-

ling.
hey ?"" sald

replied the vouth,

“Nothin’ doin’ in the gin line,
the probation officer.

“Gr'way, man—Ah ain't bothered "bout no
gin,”” was the grinning answer.

“An’ that ain't no lle, eithuh,” put in his
wife with a happy look. "Ah sho'ly don't
unduhstan’ how come Jack tuh behave lak
he's been a-dein"—Ah sho’ly don't.”

Used to Beat His Wife.

“Mayhbe that one wasn't a bad dinge,”" re-
marked the probatlon officer when he came
away from the basement flat. *“‘Say, that
coon used never to think he was havin' any
fun out o' life unless he was poundin' his
wife. I'll bet she went around this neigh-

borhood with her head wrapped up In
bandages for three or four straight years.
When he hadn't any other excnse to bang
her around, he’d just pound her up for
luck. But she wouldn't stand for having
him pinched and never made any complaint
against him. He got landed a few months
ago, though, for trying to chuck her iato a
coal hole down the street. That's all he
needed—just one pinch and a threat of the
island. He's been on the léve! cver since
he -was turned loose.. Bay, the first time [
dropped In on them and saw hie wife with-
out ‘the bandages around her hesad, I didn't
know her—never had seen her without 'em
before.”

And thus the probatlon officer’'s tour went
for the- remajndep: of the afternoon, and
until darknei&s fell ‘He wisited nearly two
dogzen humble homes, and found things
going wall in all of them. On the streets he
met scores of- the persans - whoee names
were on his probation-book, and had a word
or so with all of them. He was only com-
pelled tfo threaten one of them, &8 man who
‘was on probation for drunkenness, and
whom ' he fougpd stan in front of a
saloon in a m-‘h&t us state.

“It's home and the bunk for yours, Jim.,"
he said sharply to ar.
tin’ sudsed up, 1 see,.and about four more

balls and you'll’ be standin® for “ahother
pinch. Ed.iha!f pounds this beat, is wise
to you, and you to 160k out.”

The man_ utténed a string of apclogies
and started hcme. Tt was plain that he
had & wholescme respect for the power of
the probt&'lon officer.. . .

Thus t iﬁtﬁnﬁﬂn‘-ﬁMM his eva

wdé.of first offenders handed over
to his surveillance,and -he'hgs proven him
self to be a stro a uencs for good than
dther zort . ry on the




